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these styles most absurd and laughed together
a great deal.

However, the grand feature of the Tivoli,
as of every other place of entertainment in Paris,
was the dancing.

Everyone formed a circle round the dancers,
who did everything possible to be as widely
observed as might be. One gentleman was
pirouetting round on his wooden leg and vastly
enjoying it.

Soon a grave French gentleman with a square
black beard invited Emma to dance, and, old
though she was, she eagerly agreed, giving
Judith a nod and a wink and setting off into the
middle of the ring as though she were not a day
more than twenty.

Judith was tired and sat down on a little
wooden bench. The green of the trees was as
brilliant as fresh paint under the illuminations,
and between the leaves the evening sky showed,
soft and delicate and tender. She loved to see
people happy, to hear their cries of pleasure, to
see the children running, to watch the sturdy
simple faces of the English soldiers as they
walked about in pairs, gravely considering the
French girls, to catch the quick coloured flash
of the fireworks, blue and green and red, above
the dark water of the little pond. . . . She was
tranquil. She was waiting for the delivery of
her child. She felt at peace with all the world;
she owed no one a grudge. When she thought
of how hazardous and desolate had been her
entrance into the world she was fortunate indeed